3g                            THE DESERT OF LOVE

light, saw that blood was spurting from his left nostril and
staining his nightshirt and the sheets. He got up and stood,
petrified with fear, in front of the looking-glass, staring at his
long thin body all speckled with scarlet. He wiped his fingers
that were sticky with blood, on his chest, and thought how
funny his smeared face looked. He began to play a game in
which he was both murderer and murdered.

IV

THE evening was just like any other evening at the end of
January, when, in those latitudes, winter is already on the
wane. Raymond, seated in his workmen's tram, was jarred
by the sight of the woman opposite. Far from being distressed at
the thought that he formed but one anonymous unit of this
human freight, he enjoyed pretending that he was an emigrant
in the steerage while the ship drove ^head through the^d^ness.
The trees were coral reefs, the people and the traffic on the road
outside, denizens of the vasty deep. The journey, which, while
it lasted, kept from him all sense of humiliation, was all too
short. Not one of all the bodies round him but was as much
neglected as his own, as badly dressed. When, as occasionally
happened, his eyes met other eyes, he saw in the answering look
no hint of mockery. All the same, his linen was cleaner than the
unbuttoned shirt, say, of the man with as much hair on his chest
as a wild animal. He felt at ease among these people. It never
occurred to him that one spoken word would have been enough
to conjure up the desert that separates classes as surely from one
another as it does individuals. But such communion as might be
possible was, no doubt, achieved by this contact, this shared
imosiemoE of a tram-car driving through the suburban night.
Rough though he was at school, here he made no effort to shake
himself fee pf the head that was bumping up and down on his